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Page  49,  last  stanza,  y^r 

"  While  following  Love's  call,  his  way  to  meander, 
Insatiate  aye  !  " 
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"While  following  Love's  call,  his  golden  way 
lo  meander, 
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POEMS 

CONFESSION 

I   FELT  a  cold  sweat  o'er  my  forehead   steal 
E'en  as  thy   lips  were  pressed  afire  on   mine  ; 
And  thine  eyes  melted   in  a  feverous  shine, 
Thy  bosom   heaved  and  made  all   reason   reel, 
And  thy  whole  being  cried  :   "  Come  woe,  come  weal, 
Take  me  quite  close  for  aye  ;    I   am   but  thine." 

In   that   most  sacred  moment  of  thy  life, 
Of  solemn  declaration  binding  thee, 
And  rich,  ripe  love  all  flowing  out  to  me  ; 


CONFESSION 

Of  quick,  loud   pulses,  throbbing,  singing,  rife 
With  passionate  thrills  as  those  a  girl,  made  wife. 
May  feel,  yet  scarce  know  what  their  import  be  ; 

In  that  great  moment  suddenly  a  breeze. 
Chilling  and  numbing  me  in  every  part. 
Swept  from  the  past,  as  swift  as  any  dart 
In  olden  time  fell  upon  deer  at  ease 
And  unsuspecting,  browsing  'neath  the  trees, 
Or  ranging  silent  glades  in  the  forest's  heart. 

So  sudden  chill  I  was  it  seemed  death's  hand 

Was  laid  upon  me,  though  thine  arms  were  round 
My  neck,  and  visions  of  thy  hair  unbound 
Floated  about  me,  and  Love's  wondrous  wand 
In  magic-wise  cast  spell  on  sea  and  land 

And  filled  the  air   with  strange,  bewitching  sound. 


CONFESSION 

Though   in   thy  tones  was   heat  of  thermal   springs, 
Whose  waters  might   melt   ice  from  either  pole, 
And  from   thy   body  pressed  against   me  whole 
A  glow  and  fervour  came  of  sun-risings — 
Yet   by  that  winter's  blast  of   misgivings 

Cold  seized  and   froze   me  to  my   inmost  soul. 

"  Unravel   me  this  thing,"    I   hear  thee  say, 

"What  riddle's  this  that  thou  dost  now  propound? 
Wilt  rob  me  of  my  joy  but   newly  found, 
And  turn  the  promise,  aye,  the  bloom  of   May, 
To  gloom  of  autumn,  and   the  barren   clay. 

The  son£^ful   spring  to  winter  without  sound?" 

Ah,  no,  a  thousand  times  repeated,  No  ! 

Dear  heart,  I   would   not   harm   thee  with  a  breath, 
But,  an   I   could,  bring  joy  defying  death 


CONFESSION 

Within  the  shrine  that  is  thy  heart  ;  lay  low 
Each  rising  fear  ;   withstand  the  dwarfcst  foe 
That  its  bright  sunlit  portals  threateneth. 

I  would  not  steal  from  thee  a  single  joy, 
However  small  its  influence  might  be, 
To  cheer  or  lighten  life's  mazed  way  for  thee  ; 
Much  less — ah,  never — would  I  dare  to  toy 
With  thy  heart's  passion,  that  without  alloy 
Is  white-heat  pure  in  its  intensity. 

I  would  waylay  the  smallest,  subtlest  grief 
That  stalks  the  earth  to  sadden  human  life, 
And  coax  it  to  my  own   heart's  hearth,  where  rife 
Are  sorrows,  teeming  beyond  all  belief. 
Since  thy  love  came,  and  I  have  made  thee  chief 
And  queen  there,  doubting  if  thou  wilt  be  wife. 
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CONFESSION 

Rather  than  it  should   take  the  sacred  path 

That  leads  to  a  temple  where  sits  joy  enthroned 
Amid  the   music  of  thy  thoughts,  rich-toned 

And  many-hucd — one  central  theme,  thy  faith 

In  mc  all  dominating — where  too  hath 

lust   risen   hope  as  strong  as  saints  have  owned. 

Ah,  yes,  waylay  it  would   I   and   forfend 
Its  entry  on   that  ground   new  consecrate 
To  all  the  mystic  beauty,   pomp,  and  state 
Of  Love's  profoundest  mysteries  ;  would  lend 
Myself,  my  soul,  instead  ;  nay,  swift  commend 
My  flesh   for  prey  its  need  to  satiate. 

Thou  wilt   protest  there  is  no  room   for  doubt. 
Since  thou    hast  sworn  thy  fealty  for  aye 
And  pledged  thy  soul  through  all  life's  grave  and  gay  ; 


CONFESSION 

Wilt  rightly  ask  how  could  it  come  about 
That  thy  true  heart's  love  sudden  put  to  rout 
My  gladness,  giving  place  to  cold  dismay. 

And  I  shall  answer  as  I  answer  must, 

In  terms  of  truth  as  plain  as  sun  and  moon 
On  high,  avoiding  any  cryptic  rune 
The  circumstance  may  tempt  me  to  encrust, 
And  so  conceal  the  facts,  and   be  unjust 

To  thee  whose  conscience  clear  is  as  the  noon. 

I  am  not  what  thy  pure  mind   imaged  me  ; 
Man's  loves  are  many,  from  his   life  apart, 
And  touch  but  lightly  his  self-centred  heart  ; 
And   I  too  am  a  man  ;    without  a  plea. 
Save  the  great  love  that  fills  and  masters  thee — 
Take  my  confession  ;  let  me  salve  thy  smart  ! 
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THE  POETS  SUIT:   A  FRAGMENT 

The  silence  of  the  white,  bedewed  way 

Was   flanked   still   with   the   songs  of  amorous  birds, 

Bruiting  their  joy  for  heaven's  hearing,  when, 

Like  to  an  opal  set  in  azurite. 

Rose  one   lone  star  above  the  pillowed  sun  ; 

And  dream-enfolding  night,  as  at  a  sign. 

Dropped   fringes  of   her  curtain   from   the  East. 


Soon   ever-deepening  shadows  fell  athwart 
A  garden  where  the  poet  sat,  until 
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THE   POET'S   SUIT:  A   FRAGMENT 

The  printed  page  wherein   he  read  was  blurred, 
And  winged  words  lay  prone  and  massed  in  heaps, 
Incapable  of  flight  to  his  rapt  mind — 
Their  colouring,  too,  quite  lost,  as  that  of  flowers 
When  dun  tone-levelling  hues  deepen  to  dark. 
All  through  the  golden  sunlit  day  had  he 
Mused  mutely  in  an  arbour  far  withdrawn  ; 
Or  spiritual  converse  held  with  his  compeers 
Whose  songs  are  as  a  luminous  trail  that  marks 
Their    too    swift   passage    through    our    sphere  ;    but 

now 
In  haste  forth-faring  from  the  chosen  spot, 
He  walked  towards  wide,  all-wise,  on-sweeping  night 
That,  palpitating,  held  her  secrets  close 
Within  her  sombre  drapery  ;  yet  he. 
As,  with  a  lover's  right,  moved  back  a  fold 
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THE    POET'S   SUIT:   A    FRAGMENT 

And,  passion  seizing  him,  took  his  slow   fill 

Of  joy  in  gazing  on   her  bared   breast  ; 

Swift  thereupon,  his  face   upturned  to  hers, 

All  ravished  with   her  beauty,  he  outpoured 

His  burning  love  :    "  O   Queen  of  mine  !  "   he  cried, 

"Alone  in  the  aromas  of  thy  bosom 

May   1   find  bliss  ;  thy  temporal  sister.  Day, 

A  myriad  clamouring  claimants  hath,  and  she 

Her  wanton   love  fiings  profligate  ;  too  loose 

And  indiscriminate  to  reach  my  heart  ; 

But  thou,  O  chaste  and  pure  as  waters  in 

Their  mountain   sources,  virgin  as  earth   or  e'er 

A  storied  sun  wooed  chaos  into  form  ; 

O  queenly  coy,  thou  dost  this  self  consume — 

Come,  bare  thy   limbs,  thy  soul,  and   let   me  touch 

In   ecstasy  thy  nakedness." 
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THE   POET'S  SUIT:  A   FRAGMENT 

Forthwith 
Did  she  divest  herself  of  each  last  coil 
Wherewith  the  garish  day  had  hid  her  parts  ; 
Yet  hastily,  as  if  abashed  and  shy — 
Though  cozening  with  guiles  her  suitor  sad — 
She  set  upon  her  head  a  mooned-crown 
And  all  her  body's  garb  did  ornament 
With  lustre  of  a  million  winking  stars. 


Whereat  her  lover,  sore  disconsolate, 

To  pleading  turned  and  dolorous  complaint  ; 

"  Long  have  I  wooed  thee  ;  long,  heart-stricken,  yearned 

To  gaze  upon  the  jewelled  inner  of 

Thy  soul  ;  fain  would  I  linger  over  it, 

And,  in  delirious  joy,  feast  longing  eyes 
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THE    POETS   SUIT:   A    FRAGMENT 

Upon   its  loveliness  ;   fain   would  explore 
Its  secrets,  and  thereby   my   mind,  now   lit 
But  dimly  as  the  dawn  with   morning  stars. 
Flood  with   the   sun   of  its  omniscience — 
Oh  !    I   have  knelt  before  thee,  ever  prayed. 
And   with    long  fast   prepared   for  entry  there 
Where  none  but  thine  elected  one  may  come  ! 
I   am   but  mocked  !      Each   time  of  my  approach 
Thy  star-bespangled  veil,  dropped  silently 
As   by  some   unseen   servitor  who  waits 
On  thy  command,  thee  hides,  nay,  and  engulfs, 
In   mystery  deeper  far  than   e'er  before. 
Oh  !    I   am  craven  with  a  thousand  fears. 
And  jealous  with   an  ever-burning  f^ame, 
Unhappier  than   the   most  unhappy  shade 
That   Dante  in    his  vision  saw  !      If  love 
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Be  nought  to  thee,  yet  in  sheer  pity  bend 
And  yield  to  this  entreaty  !  " 

As  he  ceased 
A  noise  came  from  the  concave  of  the  world 
Like  to  the  murmur  of  an  ocean  swell 
Or  roll  of  thunders  in  great  distances  ; 
And  in  it  he  discerned  the  voice  of  Night  : 
"  Thus  have  I  made  thee,  thus  shalt  thou  remain, 
Untiring  suitor,  my  eternal  lover  ; 
But  wedded  confidence  can  ne'er  be  thine." 
At  sound  thereof  the  lover  hid  his  face 
As,  longtime,  grief  and  anger  held  his  soul — 
Yet,  when  at  length  his  god-like  head  he  raised. 
His  brow  bared  to  a  passing  amorous  breeze, 
A  light  showed  in  the  love-inflamed  eyes. 
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THE   POET'S   SUIT:  A    FRAGMENT 

"O  cruel,  unrepentant,  to  have  filled 
This  soul  of  mine  with  such  great  love  of  thee 
And   not   requite  it.     Had  it  not  better  been 
Me  never  to  have  shaped   in  this  strange  form 
That  mateth  only  with  Eternity  !  " 


"  But  thou  shall  take  me,  though  this  blood  shall  stain, 

And  so  accuse,  thy  matchless  purity  ! 

No  longer  will   I    rest  content  to  wait 

And  sue  ;  here  will   1   make  my  protest  heard, 

Which   Earth   shall  echo  to  the  farthest  bourne. 

Thee  home-accusing  of  thy  treachery. 

Deign  now  my  mistress  of  the  dark,  tricked  out 
In  myriads  of  luring  lights, — Deign   now, 
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THE   POET'S  SUIT:  A   FRAGMENT 

Nay  it  is  meet  thou  must — gaze  down  upon 
This  murder  that  shall  cry  aloud,  afar, 
Throughout  the  Universe,  for  just  revenge  !  " 


Hear  did  the  listening  air  and  see  the  Earth. 
Yet  vain,  unheeded,  were  the  wail  and  deed 
That  shook  the  ether,  stained  the  callous  ground. 


At  dawn  a  shepherd  passed  ;  the  poet's  brow 
With  dews  was  wet,  his  locks  caressed  the  gorse, 
His  body's  blood  ran   'neath  the  wine-red  bloom 
Of  autumn's  heather. 
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AN  EPITAPH 
I 

It  chanced   upon  a  day  when   summer's  pride, 
Poppy  red,  lily  white,  and  cornflower  blue, 
Was  yielding  to  the  claims  of  harvest-tide 
Its  brown  and  golden  due, 

II 

I   strayed  through   meadows  of  fair  Bedfordshire 
Along  those  banks  which  rustic  Cowpcr  sang — 
There  was  a  sound  of  workers  far  and  near, 
And   mower's  peaceful  clang. 
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AN    EPITAPH 

III 
The  many  coloured  landscape  to  the  eye 
Was  gay  and  altogether  exquisite 
As,  fitful,  a  kaleidoscopic  sky 
Kept  ever  changing  it, 

IV 

Till  sunset.     Then  the  winds  their  wings  drooped  low, 
Pillowing  themselves  upon  the  quiet  West  ; 
And  West  cast  on  the  earth  the  tempting  glow 
Of  hearthfires  before  rest. 

V 

Then  too  the  noises  died  upon  the  air — 

All  save  the  tolling  of  a  village  bell, 

That,  mournful,  called  who  would  to  evening  prayer. 

And  contemplation's  spell. 


AN    EPITAPH 

VI 

T!ic  sounds,  the  scenes,  the  church's  call — the  last 
But  rendered  the  effect  complete — seemed  just 
Echoes  and   replicas  of  those  long  past. 
Given  to  memory's  trust. 

VII 

Yet  sweeter,  sadder  far  the  impression   now 
Than  youth's  green  years,  though  tender,  could  receive  ; 
And  with   more  reverent  step,   1   dare  avow, 
1   passed  to  where  there  heave 

VIII 

The  mounds  'neath  which   the  village  fathers  sleep. 
A   man  of  God  was  hastening  along. 
His  vespers  office   to  perform   in   deep 
And   monotoned   song. 
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AN   EPITAPH 

IX 

Some  fascination  held  me  to  the  spot 
As,  moving  silently  from  grave  to  grave, 
I   read  a  word  or  sentence  of  the  lot 
Of  cowards  or  of  brave, 

X 

Of  foolish  or  of  wise,  of  great  or  small. 
Philosopher  or  senator  or  clown. 
Or  poet  that  is  something  of  them  all. 
And  wins  for  each  renown. 

XI 

For  the  small  plot  seemed  somehow  to  contain 
All  types  of  calling  and  of  vanity, 
With  every  quality  that  in  the  main 
Marks  poor  humanity. 
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xn 
But  last  of  all,  and  just  as  twilight  gray 
Was  deepening  to  shadows  of  the  night, 
I   came  to  where,  cracked  and   in   mossed  decay, 
And  lichen-covered  plight, 

XIII 

A  slab  lay  horizontally  ;   I    knelt 
And  traced  the  graven  words  that  were  thereon  ; 
When  the  eye  failed,   I   with   my  finger  felt, 
Not   halting  till   I'd  done. 

XIV 

When   I   uprose  the  lines  made  legible 
Fastened   upon   my   fancy,  like   to   plants 
When  they  have  found  their  soil  ;  indelible 
Arc  they  as  aught   that   haunts  ! 
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Tou  who  may  read  this^  know 
The  fate  that  waits  a  thinker  ! 
It  matters  not  if  he's 
A  chancellor  or  tinker ; 
He's  never  wanted  here 
If  he  holds  strong  opinions  ; 
Snobs  are  his  enemies 
And  all  convention  s  minions. 


XV 

My  mind  forthwith  itself  to  musing  set, 
Chewing  the  cud  of  the  ignoble  truth 
That  thus  had  my  imagination  whet, 
And  filled  my  heart  with  ruth. 
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XVI 

I   lingered   till   the  windows,  one  by  one, 
Of  the  prayer-redolent  and   hoary   pile 
Were  once  again  in   darkness  ;  and   the   moon 
Rose  with   a  guileless  smile. 

XVII 

The  belfry  door  closed  with   a   sharp,  loud  clang  ; 
The  sexton  dangled   noisily   his  keys 
As  softly,  slowly,  to  himself  he  sang 
Some  melody  of  ease. 

XVIII 

I   turned   to   meet   him   in   the   narrow   way, 
Resolved  to  satisfy  an   ardent  wish 
To  know  somewhat  of  him  whose  doggerel  lay 
Was  eke  a   mental  dish. 
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AN   EPITAPH 

XIX 

The  old  man  shook  his  bare  and  snowy  head, 
And  stroked  his  patriarchic  unkempt  beard, 
While  sunken  eyes  from  their  deep  sockets  said 
Something  of  wise  and  weird. 

XX 

"  Stranger,"  he  said,  casting  a  glance  around. 
As  if  he  feared  an  owl  might  somewhere  perch 
And  listen,  with  intent  to  note  each  sound 
Of  treason  'gainst  the  church. 

XXI 

"  Stranger,  if  now  I  seem  to  hesitate 

To  give  to  civil  question  a  reply. 

Write  it  not  down  to  hate  of  my  poor  mate 

Who  sleeps  to  us  hard  by  : 
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xxn 
"  Rather  believe  'tis  fear  in  me  that  those 
Same   forces,  that  once  wrought   his  cruel  death, 
Are   eager  still  their  bloody  claws  to  close 
On   any  wiyjht  who  saith 

XXIII 

"  Aught  is  amiss  with  their  hide-bound  regimes. 
Ah,  he  and   I   were  comrades  fast  in  youth, 
Sworn  enemies  of  all  disease  that  teems 
Within   the  social  growth. 

XXIV 

"  I   was  a  coward  ;  he  impetuous,  brave  ; 
He  did  not  hesitate  those  lies  to  flout 
That  were  designed  but   for  the  serf  and  slave, 
Or  cringing  maid  or  lout. 
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XXV 

"  He  flung  their  ignominy  in  their  face — 
Alack  !  that  truth  in  this  world  is  so  banned — 
They  took  his  bread,  chased  from  his  native  place 
And  later  from  his  land 

XXVI 

"  That  poor  companion  of  my  youth's  best  days — 
And,  if  in  the  report  be  aught  of  true, 
Where'er  he  fared  on  life's  great  broad  highways 
He  never  had  his  due. 

XXVII 

"  And  ere  to  middle  age  he'd  come,  one  night, 
Weary  of  earth,  and  sick  of  wanderings, 
He  scaled  yon  wall  and  chose  yon  corner  site — 
And  there  his  soul  took  wings. 
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XXVIII 

"  Within  a  pocket  were  those  few  sad  lines — 
Who  reads  may  understand  what  lies  beneath — 
I   graved  them  o'er   him   where  he  now  reclines, 
To  steal   his  thoughts  from   Death. 

XXIX 

"  That  is  the  only  act  of  bravery 
My  long  life  in   the  parish  has  to  show  ; 
All  else,  alas,  is  sheer  hypocrisy — 
But  they  will  have  it  so  !  " 

XXX 

At  best  'twas  but  a  mere  disjointed  tale  ; 
Vet  did  his  voice   ring  rueful  as  he  said  : 
"  Ah,  craven   me,   I've  sold   my  soul   for  ale 
And   scanty  daily  bread  !  " 


AN    EPITAPH 

XXXI 

When   I  retook  my  way,  the  stars  shed  down 
A  rapturous  glow  upon  their  sister's  breast, 
Teeming  with  fruits  and  corn  and  seeds  wide  blown 
For  winter's  needful   rest. 


THE  ASH   IN  SPRING 

Why  so  late  in  ebon  cases 
Keep  your  tasselled  finery, 

While  so  many  sylvan  fairies 
Trip  it  now  right  vernally  ? 


All  Spring's  glamour,  all   Spring's  splendour 
Soon,   I'm   sure,  will   be  quite  past  ; 

Why  upon   the  flowered   parquet 
Come  you  to  the  follies  last  ? 
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THE  ASH    IN   SPRING 

Foolish  to  have  asked  the  questions  ! 

Blinded  never  to  have  seen 
She  who  cynosure  of  all  eyes  is, 

Must,  of  need,  be  beauty's  queen  ! 

Till  all  folks  are  out  to  see  me. 

Crowded  in  expectancy, 
I  shall  keep  in  ebon  cases 

All  my  tasselled  finery  ! 
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MIND 
I 

When   bleak   misfortune  blows, 
Or  men  sharp  arrows  of  the  tongue  emit 
To  wound  a  heart  already  sorely  hit 

And  full   of  woes  ; 
Then  do   I   to  the  realms  of   mind   repair, 
Where  airs  are  sun-suffused,  arc  ever  calm, 
And   minister  some   fragrant   healino;  balm 
For     corporal     wound     or    heart -engrossing 
care. 
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MIND 

II 

If  fate  her  fickle  face 
Trick  out  in  gaudy  hues,  enwreathe  in  smiles  ; 
Material  pleasures  show,  and  other  wiles 

Beguiling  trace  ; 
Then  do  I  doubt  her  purpose  and  design, 
And  like  a  snail  recoil  upon  myself, 
All  fearful  of  the  false,  enchanting  elf. 
More  trustful  of  the  joys  that  inward  shine. 

Ill 

So,  too,  where'er  I  be, 
1  seek  the  same  unfailing  source,  my  mind  ; 
A  hearth  cannot  the  roaming  fancy  bind 

From  imagery  ; 
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MIND 

Nor  when   I   voyage   far  o'er  this  fair  earth 

In   hinds  withdrawn  or  hived  by  ocean's  foam, 

Can  any  chme  of  fac?ry,  dear   home, 

Chain  the  ghid  thoughts  that  circle  round  thy  mirth  ! 
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TO  A  REDBREAST,  FOUND  DEAD 
IN  A  GARDEN  PATHWAY  IN 
SPRING 

What,  Robin  dead  ! 
Dead  in  Springtime,  too  ! 
How  discordant  all  the  songs  will  be 
Failing  you  ! 

I  had  fed  you  all  the  winter  ; 

And  you  promised  clear. 
In  your  plaintive,  snow-time  minor, 

I  should  one  day  hear 
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TO   A    RHDBREAST 

How  your  voice  could  range  the  major 
When   you  found  a  mate — 

And  but  yesterday  you  wooed  her, 
Dreaming  not  your  fate  I 

Sweet   Robin,  dead  ! 
In   the  Springtime,  too  ! 
How  discordant  all   the  songs  will  be 
Failing  you. 
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A  LIFE'S  LOVE 


Let  never  come  that  day- 
O  how  1  tremble  saying  it  ! 
When  by  no  single  ray 
Of  love  my  heart  is  lit. 
Let  never  come  that  day  ! 

II 

Let  never  come  that  day 
When  memory  alone  shall  tell 
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A  LIFE'S  LOVE 

Of  days  in  which  you  lay 
On  mc  your  charmed  spell. 
Let   never  come  that  day  ! 

Ill 
Let   never  come   that  day 
When   you  your  lips  on   mine  shall   press, 
And   I   may  turn   away 
Unmoved  by  the  caress. 
Let  never  come  that  day  ! 

IV 

Let  never  come  that  day 
When  your  dear  voice  no  more   may   thrill 
Nor  turn   my  grave  to  gay, 
Nor  stay   my  errant  will. 
Let   never  come  that  day  ! 
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A   LIFE'S   LOVE 


Let  never  come  that  day  ! 
Yet  if  an  uncertain  future  hold 
My  frail  apostasy, 
Let  Death  chill  with  his  cold 
My  body  on  that  day  ! 
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THE  VOW 

Will  you  be  true,  love,  when 
Spring's     fervid     impulses     have     ceased     their 

sway, 
And   May   her  roses  shed   upon  the  way 

That  all   things  go  ? 

Will   you   be  true,   love,   when 
The  summer's  riot  of  a  myriad  blooms 
Gives  place  to  sodden   leaves   upon  their  tombs, 

And  autumn's  woe  ? 
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THE  VOW 

Will  you  be  true,  love,  when 
A  winter's  moon,  with  clear,  cold,  callous  stare. 
Mocks  every  life-pulse  in  the  earth  and  air — 

Perhaps  in  you  ? 

Will  you  be  true,  love,  when 
These   cheeks   are   blanched   with   age,   these   eyes 

are  dim, 
When  sap  runs  slow,  unsure,  in  every  limb, 

And  strength  ebbs  low  ? 

Will  you  be  true,  love,  when 
This   voice    no    more    can    plead,   these    red    lips 

must, 
With  all  my  frame,  turn  to  poor  jealous  dust 

After  life's  glow. 
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THE   VOW 

1   will   be   true,  love,  then — 
in   every  circumstance  of  light   or  gloom  ; 
Throu£i;hout  Time's  seasons  till   the  crack  of  doom 

I    will   be   true  ! 
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LIFE'S  LURE 

As  down  the  sun  sinks  when  the  day  is  over, 
Bereaving  earth,  his  sad  forsaken  lover, 
A  star  he  leaves  for  pledge  he'll  re-awaken 
With  love  unshaken. 

When   one   hope  dies  and  leaves  the  heart  nigh 

broken, 
Life  stirs  anon  to  find  some  other  token 
On  which  to  turn  our  gaze  in  full  assurance 
Of  joy's  endurance. 
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LIFE'S   LURE 

I   wonder  if,  when  luring  life  has  failed   us, 
And  in   a  coHnn   men   have  dropped  and   nailed   us. 
Upon  grave's  night  will   rise   some  meteor  gleaming, 
That's  more  than   seeming  ? 


47 


DEATH'S  LURE 

When  the  siren,  Death,  shall  call  me 

Alluringly  to  rest ; 
Whispering  :  "No  ill  can  befall  thee. 

Here  on  Earth-mother's  breast. 
Where  perfume  of  flowers  and  insects'  song 
Will  enthrall  thee. 

Night  and  day  long," — 

Would  then  I  might  meet  the  Spectre, 
Fright  him  with  Orphean  note, 
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DEATH'S    LURE 

Or  couple  with   menace  of  Hector 

Derision   from   Pan's  flute-throat  ; 
Or  capture   him,  blows  on   him   rain, 
Like  a   lictor. 

And  swiftly  chain. 

Then  afar  and  away  to  wander 

Unafraid  life's  throbbing  shore  ; 
Mocking  fate  that  made  sport  of  Leander, 

And   Hero's   heart  sore  ; 
While     following     Love's    call,     his     way    to 
meander. 

Insatiate  aye  ! 
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AGE 

O  Life,  may  never  frost  of  age 

Blight  hope  and  youth's  green  heritage  ! 

Aye  let  my  being  throb  delight 

When  dawn  succeeds  sepulchral  night  ; 

And  pleasure  waken  when  the  thrush 

Disturbs  the  noontide's  golden  hush  ; 

Let  not  the  rose's  red  grow  pale, 

Nor  earth's  sweet  odours  e'er  grow  stale  ! 

Rather  intensify  my  pain 

Than  dull  a  sense  ;  or  turn  my  brain 
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AGE 

To  lunacy,  lictcr  than   it 

Should   tail  of  dreams  or  bubbling  wit  ; 

For,  with   the  weary  and   the  dead 

What  were  the  joy  of  being  wed  ! 

O  pulsing,  sensuous  life,   how  gooil   to  stay 

Quite  close  to  thee  along  the   road  alway  ! 
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THE  COPSE:   A  SIMILE 

No,  no  !  not  that  !     There  is  no  lack 

Of  verdure  or  of  flowers, 
Of  forest  tree  and  sapling  brave, 

And  leafy,  fragrant  bowers. 

Yet  in  that  copse  there  gapes  a  spot 

It  grips  my  heart  to  see  ; 
For  there  is  something  in  its  gloom 

That  cries  aloud  to  me. 

'Tis  dank  and  dark,  'tis  bleak  and  bare 
Of  grass  and  bloom  and  bush  ; 
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THE   COPSE:   A   SIMILE 

No  insects'  hum,  no  moving  wind 
Breaks  its  unseemly   hush. 

Sweet  singing  birds  glide  silent  by  ; 

And   when   from   any   tree 
Their  glance  falls  upon   that  sad   place 

They  cease  their  melody. 

And  this  is  why   that  lifeless  patch 

Fills   me   with   misery  ; 
'Tis  just  a  picture,  vivid,  clear, 

Of  some  like  part  of  me. 

In   my  soul's  garden,  there  is,  too, 

A  barren   mound  and  drear  ; 
Where  spring  comes   not,   nor  summer  sun 

Licks  up  the  winter's   tear. 
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THE   COPSE:  A   SIMILE 

Beneath  that  mound  lies  my  dead  love — 
God  wot,  'twas  buried  deep — 

Instead  of  flowers  over  it 

Strange  shadows  strangely  creep. 

I  know  not  whence  the  shadows  come 
Nor  why  the  darkness  stares  ; 

E'en  when   I  will  avert  my  eyes 
It  meets  them  unawares. 

Ah,  hapless  me  !     Whate'er  I   do, 

Wherever  I  may  be, 
That  bare  place  peers  from  out  my  heart 

To  keep  my  peace  from  me. 
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A  SPRING  MORNING  BY   LOCH 
LOMOND 

To  paint  this  scene  Elysian   needs 
Words  that  in   human  speech  are  not  : 
Suffice  it  that    I    here  record 
The   vague   impression,   transient   thought, 
Which  flits  through   a  receptive  brain, 
Leaving  a   longing  in   its  train. 

The  loch   wakes  from   enmisted  gloom, 
And  glimmers   Htfully   like   to 


SPRING  MORNING  BY  LOCH  LOMOND 

The  eyes  of  children  when  the  lids 
Go  up  and  down  on  pools  of  blue  ; 
And  Ben,  suntipt,  looks  down  to  greet 
The  lady  stirring  at  his  feet. 

Some  little  fowl  chant  orisons 
From  out  the  fresh  awakening  woods  ; 
The  summer  snipe,  by  water's  marge, 
Lead  out  their  eager,  hungry  broods  ; 
And  horned  sheep,  on  hills  astray. 
Bleat  welcome  to  the  god  of  day. 

A  boatman  from  the  island  shouts. 
And  laughs  a  maiden  in  her  glee  ; 
The  curlew  sounds  his  weird  alarm. 
As  wheels  and  cries  the  mad  peewee  ; 
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SPRING  MORNING  BY  LOCH  LOMOND 

While  everywhere   'tis  burgeoning, 
And  whispered  chatter  of  the  Spring. 

With  every  sense  inebriate 
My  mind  floats — where,   I   cannot  tell  ; 
A   poet's  shade  steals  to   my  side. 
The  great  romancer  weaves   his  spell — 
What  reck   I   of  the   here  and   now, 
This  is  Eternity,   I   vow  1 
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AFTER  A  SOCIAL  FUNCTION 

Oh,  lift  me,  Lord,  if  but  for  one  short  hour, 
Above  this  trivial  scheme  of  social  dues, 

Which  to  support  the  saints  alone  have  power. 
And  only  knaves  and  fools   know   how  to   use. 

Give  me  the  vision   splendid  for  a  space 
Of  worlds  yet  innocent  of  pigmy  mind. 

Where  haply  I   may  some  broad  purpose  trace 
Widely  remote  from   dreams  of  human  kind  ; 
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AFTER   A   SOCIAL   FUNCTION 

At  least   find   rest — far   from   the   narrow  view, 
Low  motive,  and   coarse   intercommuning — 

And   in   such   brief   delay    my   soul   renew 
With  courage  to   its   further   bludgeoning  ! 
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FORGIVE 

If  God  would  only  send 
But  just  a  breath,  when  in  the  grave  I  lie, 
And  you  a  listening  ear  would  downward  bend 
Upon  the  greening  mound,  as  you  pass  by  ; 
Then  should  one  fervent  prayer  my  soul  relieve 

"  Forgive,  forgive  !  " 

And  if  you  do  not  heed 
What  that  last  whisper  unto  you  shall  say, 
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FORGIVE 

1   yet  will   follow,  spirit-wise,  and  plead 
Through  the  night   watches  and  the  dreary  day, 
Till  my  too-burdened  soul  doth  find   reprieve 
And  you   forgive. 
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MARCH 

What  !   Spring's  not  born  ? 
And  twenty  sparrows 
Now  are  twittering 

In  every  bush  of  thorn  ? 

The  snowdrop's  here — 
Narcissus  doth  blow, 
And  crocus  doth  ring 

Quite  out  the  Winter  drear. 
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MARCH 

Old  elm's   in   brown  ; 
The   palm's  silver  silk, 
And   rich   yellow  gold  ; 

Every  tree  weaves  a  crown. 


The  coltsfoot  brightens 
Each  bleak  bank  ; 
And  celandine  gleams 

Where   the  daisy  whitens. 


The  blackbird's  scream 
Startles  every  copse  ; 
Dreaming  bees  waken, 

Life   moves   in   every  stream. 
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MARCH 

So,  too,  do  1 

Feel  the  blood  tingle  ; 

Why,  dear  maid,  should  you 
Alone  Spring's  touch  deny  ? 
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AT  TWENTY-TWO 

AwAK.E  !  awake  !     The   hills  are  light, 

The  vault  of   heaven   is  blue, 
The  seas  are   shimmering  with  delight, 

The  woods  and  meadows,  too. 

At  twenty-two  the  ridges  gleam 

Of  fair  ambition's  heights  ; 
For  though  goals  arc  not  what   they  seem. 

They   have   their  luring  lights  ! 

At  thirty-two  those  peaks  are  dull, 
Scarce   worth   the  striving  for  ; 
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AT  TWENTY-TWO 

At  forty-two  you've  sold  your  soul. 
And  heights  exist  no  more. 

Then  up  !    enjoy  the  present  time, 
The  wine  of  life  drink  deep  ; 

Make  most  of  the  great  pantomime, 
There  are  years  enough  for  sleep  ! 

Go,  foot  it  to  the  fiddle's  tune. 

Swear  to  a  maiden  brave  ; 
At  twenty-two  you're  high  in  June  ; 

What  boots  a  living  grave  ! 

Dame  Nature,  she  hath  nuts  to  crack 
With  all  the  bookish  crew — 

For  life  provides,  ah  !    many  a  smack, 
For  you  at  twenty-two  ! 
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A  THRUSH   IN  FEBRUARY 

Upon  a  bough,  in  a  neglected  spot, 

I   heard   a  thrush   to-day 
I'our  wondrous   minor  music   trom   his  throat 

To  chase  some  grief  away. 

I   stopped   to  ask   him  of  his  sorrow's  cause, 

As  questioning  a  child 
That  weeps  and  weeps,  without  a  single  pause 

Save   to  make  cries  more  wild. 

Intcnscr  far  was  each   successive  plaint 
Than   that   he   last   had   made, 
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A  THRUSH    IN    FEBRUARY 

As  if  he  were  resolved  whole  worlds  to  acquaint 
With  grief  his  soul  down-weighed. 

I   tried  to  understand  the  things  he  said — 

I  would  his  heart  console  ; 
Yet,  though  I  caught  of  meaning  many  a  shred, 

I  failed  to  guess  the  whole. 

Once  seemed  it  he  would  voice  the  mood  of  earth- 
There  shone  no  sun,  no  rain 

Did  woo  the  budding  leaves  to  birth, 
No  breeze  from  hill  or  plain. 

So  sad  he  sang  as  he  the  pains  did  feel 

Of  all  the  throes  of  Spring, 
That  from  the  weight  of  hoary  Winter's  heel 

Sought  hard  her  issuing. 
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A   THRUSH    IN    FEBRUARY 

Or   now  again   upon   the  silent  air 

His  sweetest   notes  would   rise, 
Like  love's  old   songs  on  waters   fair 

That  sleep  'neath   moonlit  skies. 

But  then  a  change,  as   he  did  quite  despair 

Of  finding  any   mate  ; 
For  of   his   kind   no  sound  or  trace  was  there 

His  sorrow  to  abate. 

To  tell  precisely  what  lay  on   his   heart 

Were  outside   human   power  ; 
Hut  this   I   know,  by  some  instinctive  art, 

He  sang  in   his  dark   hour. 

In   such  an   hour  as  sometimes  falls  at  e'en 
Upon  ourselves  depressed  ; 


A  THRUSH    IN    FEBRUARY 

When  lonely,  brooding,  memory's  shafts  are  keen 
And  eyes  look  towards  the  West. 

Like  you,  dear  bird,  we  mortals  ever  have 

Made  sweet  with  sad  unite  ; 
And  though  to  you  a  wondrous  voice  Pan  gave. 

He  hath  not  left  us  quite. 

We  touch  some  instrument  we've  learnt  to  play 

In  the  dream  hours  gone  by  ; 
We  raise  some  old  emotion  of  a  day 

That's  past  irrevocably. 

We  draw  upon  a  heart  that  felt  of  yore, 

And  in  sad  melody 
Make  present  feast  from  pleasure's  garnered  store 

To  drown  the  cares  that  be. 
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A    MANS   TESTAMENT 

Will  you   be   my   trustee  ? 
Then  listen   now  !      I've  just  one  thing  to   leave — 
'Tis    neither  script   nor  lands  in   fee — 
Only  the  message  in  this  verse   I   weave  :  — 
"Though   flaunting  all  things  human  and  divine, 

Yet  God  is   mine." 


You   must,  of  course,  explain 
(Your  duty's  also  to  interpret  me)- 
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A   MAN'S  TESTAMENT 

"  He  felt  for  human  laws  disdain  ; 
He  knew  that  priests  were  but  effrontery  ; 
That  spite  of  all  they  called  in  him  'decline,' 
He  was  divine." 
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SOME   MODERN   WOMEN 

Your  muscles  or  your  nerves  may  be 
Like  Samson's  ;  that  is  naught, 

Since  you   have   lost   the  tender  ways 
By  which  a  lover's  caught. 

Your  eyes  are  void   of  that   warm  light 

Whose   rays  engender  bliss  ; 
Your  heads  are   packed  with   what   were  once 

just   mere   men's  vanities. 

Emotions,  that  were  once   the  joy 
Of  each   true  woman's   heart — 
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SOME   MODERN   WOMEN 

The  shy,  the  coy,  that  winsome  played 
Your  sex's  subtle  part — 

These  i)i  disdain  you've  cast  away 

To  ape  the  Amazon  ; 
But  what  you've  gained  will  ne'er  replace 

The  charm  of  what  is  gone. 

And  this  I  know :   if  I  were  deep 

In  Mary  Mother's  grace, 
I'd  pray  to  her  in  words  like  this 

To  lift  a  fallen  race  : — 

"  O  Mary,  whom  heaven's  God  did  woo, 

For  beauty  of  your  soul  ! 
Of  these  your  sisters,  partly  male. 

Again  make  women  whole  1  " 
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A   WESTERN-WORLD   MAN'S 
CONFESSION 

I 

"  Let  the  light  be  !  "     So  spake   He.     And  the  Deeps 
And    Heights,    the    Lengths    and    Breadths    rose    into 

form 
Out  of  sheer  chaos,  lit   by  nebulous  steeps, 
Or  orbs  flung  spray-like   from   the   luminous  storm  ; 
And  choirs  celestial   sang  to  seraph   measure 

How  God   had  stooped  to  earth 

Base   things  to   make  of  worth  ; 
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WESTERN-WORLD  MAN'S  CONFESSION 

Matter  with  life  t'  infuse  ;  both  creeping  worm 
And    man    create    with     sparks    from    the    divine 
treasure. 

So  doth  the  legend  run, 

Retold  from  sun  to  sun  : 
Yet,  God,  in  me  no  little  beam  doth  shine  ; 

But  gloom  Titanic  fills 

A  soul  that  craves  and  wills  : 
Why,  God,  may  not  one  feeble  ray  be  mine  ? 


II 


Morn  after  morn  I  see  the  light-god's  steeds 

Shake  lucent  manes  upon  the  ocean's  brim  ; 
On  eves,  the  god  refulgent,  soft  recedes, 

Leaving  some  radiant  splendour  after  him  : 
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WESTERN-WORLD  MAN'S  CONFESSION 

O'   nii^hts  the   moon   and   stars  take   up  the  story 

Of   His   benign    intent 

In   the  broad   firmament  : 
"  Earth,"  say  they  all,  "  dear  Earth  shall   not  be  dim 
While  we   ride  high   bathed   in  the  greater  glory." 

Thus  doth  the  shining  clan 

Flash   hourly   unto   man. 
While  he  in  direst,  blackest  torment  cries  : — 

"  Lo,   I   in   darkness  go. 

Groping  in   naught  but  woe, 
All  helpless,  too,  to  make  it  otherwise  !  " 


III 

They  say   when   night   is  darkest  comes  the  dawn  ; 
From   clouds  of  sombre  jet   the  lightnings  f^ash  ; 
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WESTERN-WORLD  MAN'S  CONFESSION 

That  where  the  deep  Plutonian  caverns  yawn 
There     gleaming     gems     leap     forth     and    lustres 

clash  ; 
That  Phosphor  glints  in  ocean's  last  recesses  ; 

There  is  no  secret  place 

Without  the  saving  grace 
Of  something  to  illume,  and  cut  the  leash 
That  holds  it  else  in  wanton  direnesses. 

Unfathomable  soul, 

In  thy  stupendous  whole 
Not  one  luciferous  atom   I  perceive  ; 

What  mystic  purpose  this, 

That  1  am  born  to  miss 
What  other  things  unseeking  yet  receive  ? 


WESTERN-WORLD  MAN'S  CONFESSION 

IV 

One  time,  aweary  of  all   speechless  things, 
I    turned   my  eyes  unto  the  haunts  of  men  ; 
Towards  them   my  steps  did   bend,  sped   by  the  wings 
Of  hope   that,  though    I'd  failed,  ten   times   ten, 
Yet  of  their  wisdom  they  could   me  enlighten. 

I    found   a   little   band 

Scattered  throughout  the  land. 
On    citied   plains,    in   farthest   mountain  glen, 
Brawlmg  their  mission   human   souls  to  brighten. 

All   wistfully    1    heard 

Of  their  light-bearing  Word, 
That   in    the   East   had   risen   majestically  ; 

Risen   the   wrong   to   right 

To  give   blind   souls  a   sight 
For   meanings   that   all    things   do   underlie. 
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WESTERN-WORLD  MAN'S  CONFESSION 

V 

I   hied  me  to   the  splendid  Nazarene, 

And  with  Him  tramped  a  time  life's  broad  highv/ay, 

Till  every  chamber  of  my  mind  at  e'en 

Was  warmed  with  fervour  of  the  words  He'd  say, 

And  Love  He  had  for  all  the  reeds  quite  broken. 

Though,  Jesus,  warmth  Thou  hast, 

As  life  itself  so  vast, 
Yet  have   I   found  no  light  in   Thee,   no  day, 
Nor  of  the  longed-for  day's  approach  one  token. 

Nor  reason,  supreme  gift. 

Brings  in  the   night  a   rift  ; 
Rather  doth  heap  the  piles  of  blackness  high — 

From  darkness  come  alone, 

Back  to  the  darkness  blown, 
My  life,  for  but  one  ray  of  light,  a  sigh. 
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CONSTANCY 

How  changeful  is  the  sea  ! 
Now  peaceful  like  a  slumbering  snake, 
Now   raging  as  a  lion  awake  ; 

How  fickle   is  the  sea  ! 


What  seemings  hath   the  sea, 
Of  blue  and  green  and  inky   black 
In   fine,  no  colour  doth   he  lack, 

So   many  things  is  he. 
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CONSTANCY 

I  spoke  so  plainingly, 
The  moon  looked  out  with  many  a  frown  ; 
Said  she  :  "  It's  a  thing  of  renown, 

His  constancy  to  me." 


So,  too,  my  love  of  me  : — 
"  Though  moods  may  vary  as  the  wind, 
Yet,  in  its  deepest  depths,  his  mind 

Is  faithful  unto  thee  !  " 
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TRAVELLERS  HOPE 

Lay  mc  to  rest  in   some  fair  spot, 
Where  sound  of  waters  near, 

And  songs  of  sailors  in  their  ships, 
Shall  reach   my  waiting  ear. 


Where  I  shall  catch  the  Captain's  call 
"  All  hands  again   to  sea  !  " 

Whence,  swift  embarking,  1  may  fare 
To  founts  of  life  to  be. 
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TRAVELLER'S   HOPE 

Fare  to  the  dreamed-of  lands  that  lie 

Beyond  the  port  of  death  ; 
Fare  to  the  Dawn  of  whose  glad  realms 

God  sometimes  whispereth. 


"With  hope  of  flowers  that  lift  their  heads 

After  the  night  is  past ; 
And  joy  of  sailors  in  their  ships, 

When  home's  in  sight  at  last. 
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THE  EVANESCENT 

I   USED  to  wonder  why — 

Down  with   the  scientific  reason  ! — 
Each  lovely  new-born   moon 

Stayed  with   us  for  so  short  a  season. 


But  last  night,  questioning 

The  latest,  that  had  grown   to  fullness, 
I    eked  an   answer  out 

That  shamed   mc  for  my   previous  dullness. 


THE   EVANESCENT 

With  face  somewhat  awry 

She  said  :  "  Dear  Earth  is  the  illusion 
With  ardour  1  pursue, 

Though  working  monthly  my  confusion. 

"  Quite  Jack-o'-Lantern-like 

She  draws  me  on  to  see  her  beauties, 
But,  when  my  eye's  quite  ope. 

She  flees — and  I  have  other  duties. 

"  Yet  there's  no  doubt  that  I, 
Like  every  other  of  us  creatures, 

Must  evanescence  chase 

Till  death  shakes  fists  in  my  poor  features." 
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THE  VALE  OF  GHOSTS 

My  life  has  not  reached   noon, 
Yet   I   have  grown   aweary  of  the  way 
Pursued  but  in  keeping  doubts  at  bay 

That  conquer  late  or  soon. 


How  can   1   flee  myself  ? 
To  try,    I'll   hie   me   to   the   hawthorn   dak- 
And   lie  awhile  in  beds  of  primrose   pale 

To  sport   with   childhood's  elf. 


THE   VALE   OF   GHOSTS 

There  will  I  laugh  at  time, 
I'll  banish  care  and  hold  high  holiday 
With    comrade    sprites    that    in    gone    months 
of  May 

Shared  in  the  golden   prime. 

I  hurried,  sped  by  hopes, 
To  that  loved  vale  of  my  nativity. 
And  up  and  down  I  looked  all  wistfully. 

Scanning  the  mounds  and  slopes. 


The  flowers  smiled,  as  then. 
In  many  a  time-defying  colony. 
And  birds,  as  then,  were  singing  lustily- 

But  there  were  other  men  ! 
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THl:    VALE   OF   GHOSTS 

Though  the  same  houses  stood, 
No    torm    to    take    my    hand    towards    mc    did 

haste — 
All,  all  had  fled   into   time's  trackless  waste 

Or  space's  amplitude. 

Yet  memory  lives  still — 
I   shook  some  blossoms  from   a  snow-clad   tree 
And  lay  me  down   in  state  right  royally 

To  dream  of  ghosts  at  will. 

Youth's  comrades  filled  the  air 
With   laugh   and   shout   that    made    the    hillsides 

ring, 
Child-sweethearts  coyly   unto  me  did  sing 
And  twined  for   mc  their  hair. 
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THE   VALE   OF   GHOSTS 

All  Nature  was  so  gay 
With  insect  murmur,  colours  everywhere, 
That  1  forgot  that  years  had  passed  of  care  ; 

That  wondrous  day  of  May  !  ^ 

Thus  when  the  world  is  cold 
I  close  my  eyes  and  sweep  the  warmer  past, 
Then  do  I  feel  my  ills  are  not  so  vast — 

That  'mid  life's  dross  there's  gold. 
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IN   THE  CONDEMNED  CELL 

A    BALLAD 

He  gripped   mc  with  his  iron   hand, 

That  iron  warder  of  the  jail, 
For   I   was  deaf  to   his  command. 

And  every  sense  was  numbed  and  stale. 

Nor  ringing  echoes  of  his  tread 

Along  the  ghastly  corridor, 
Nor  clang  of  bolts  deep  socketed 

Can   wake  and   strain   the   senses  more, 
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IN   THE  CONDEMNED  CELL 

When  ears  with  words  like  these  are  choked  : 
"  Hanged  by  the  neck  till  you  be  dead  " — 

They  were  the  words  the  judge  had  croaked, 
And  they're  enough  to  daze  your  head  ! 

A  second  time  the  warder  spake 

And  gripped  me  with  his  hand  of  mail — 

'Twas  thus  he  forced  me  to  awake, 
That  iron  warder  of  the  jail. 

"The  priest,"  said  he,  "will  come  right  soon-; 

In  such  a  case  his  time's  a  mft 
The  State  bestows.     Prepare  !     A  boon 

For  each  repentant  is  God's  shrift ! " 

Then  stirred  in  me  a  mighty  gust 
Of  whirling  passions  joined  in  one  ; 
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IN    THE   CONDEMNED   CELL 

I  cried  :  "  Preach   to  unknowing  dust 
The  damned  tales  that  you  live  on, 

"  And   I   will   preach  repentance  deep 
To  those  of  my  dear  land  of  home, 

Too  long  fast   lulled   in  drunken  sleep, 
And  at  the  call  of  duty  dumb." 

"  A  murderer's  sermon  !     That's  a  joke  !  " 
He  laughed,  and  then  with  iron   hand 

Clanged-to  the  bolts  that  echoes  woke, 
That  iron  servant  of  our  land. 

So  now   I   write  a  murderer's  talc, 

A  sermon   for  an  age  to  be  ; 
For  sure   1   sec  beyond  the  veil 

That  by  that  age   I'll  shriven   be. 
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IN  THE   CONDEMNED  CELL 

'Twas  Christmas  Eve,  and  snows  were  heaped 
Beneath  the  lamplight's  ghostly  glare, 

A  thousand  eyes  from  bridges  peeped 

When  Christmas  bells  did  cleave  the  air  ; 

A  thousand  hungry  eyes  did  peep 
Around  me  and  about  me  there  ; 

And  in  those  eyes  too  hard  to  weep 
Was  writ  a  question  and  despair. 

What  say  the  bells  that  peal  so  clear  : 
What  mocking  message  in  them  lies  ? 

Thus  asked  the  folk  to  no  one  dear  : 
I  read  the  question  in  their  eyes. 

They  peered  in  question  and  despair 

From  out  their  ice-fringed  lairs  of  stone. 
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IN    THE   CONDEMNED   CELL 

Those  folk  bereft  of  human  care, 

They  peered,  then   turned,   aiul   made  low   moan. 

And  as  they  turned   I   stirred   me  too  ; 

I   took  the  sheets  that  wrapped   me  round. 
Cried   1,  "  Here's  answer   unto  you 

That   in   these  sheets  of  news   1   found  !  "  ' 

I   met  their  gaze  with  devil's  glee. 

For  in   me  sure  the  devil  was. 
As  they  looked  up  inquiringly 

And  from  their  helpless  moan   made  pause. 

"  Here  is  it  writ,"   I   sneered,  "  quite  large, 
This  is  the  season  of  God's  poor  ; 

^  The  dcstitvitc  sleepers  on  the  Thames  Embankment  often 
wrap  themselves  round  with  old  newspapers. 
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IN   THE   CONDEMNED  CELL 

And  in  this  pealing  there's  a  charge 
Laid  down  at  every  Christian's  door." 

With  bitter  laugh  my  body  shook 
As  hungry  eyes  did  glare  at  me, 

And  bitter  hatred  in  my  look 
Bespoke  my  bitter  mockery. 

Inquiring  eyes  were  on  me  turned 

For  explanation  of  my  mirth, 
And  as  the  wrath  within  me  burned, 

I  shrieked  the  cause  that  gave  it  birth. 

"  God's  poor  !  "     How  madly  does  that  lie 
Burn,  sting,  and  goad  in  brain  and  heart. 

When  I  look  in  the  hollow  eye 

And  hear  the  groan  of  hunger's  smart ! 
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IN    THfc    CONDhMNhD   CHLL 

One  grimly  laughed  ;it   my   poor  rage, 
And  said,  "  He's  for  the   pulpit   made." 

1    swore  an   oath   my  wrath   to  assuage  : — 
"  I'll   make  one  at  the  gallows-head  I  " 

This  oath   1   swore — ah,  woe  is  me  ! — 

Implying  the   unholy   deed, 
"  I'll    preach   the  curse   of   poverty 

From   pulpit  of  the  gallows-head." 

The   bells  had  ceased  ;  yet   in   my   ear 

Rang  still  "  The   season   of  God's  poor  "  ; 

The   rich   within   the   Churches   near 

Praised   God,  and   prayed    He'd   give   them    more. 

Each   spectre   in   each   stone   recess 

Crouched   low  again   in   paper  sheath, 
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IN   THE   CONDEMNED   CELL 

But   I   with  murderous  bitterness 

Paved  in  my  mind  the  way  to   death. 

The  choirs  had  stopped  their  carolHng, 
The   Churches   near  were  dark  again  ; 

I   heard  the  merry  people  fling 

Their  wishes   quick  and  thick  as  rain. 

Ah  !    how  the  scheme  burned  in   my  brain 
Of  rich  and  poor,   God's  rich,   God's  poor  ! 

It  seemed  His  scheme  was  but  a  bane 
And  curse  to  most  for  evermore. 

It  burned  and  burned.     'Twas   not  His   scheme 
But  that  of  some  great  robber  brute  : 

What  brute   more   fierce  can   enter  dream 
Than  he  who  schemed  the  destitute  ! 
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IN    THE   CONDEMNED    CELL 

So   too    like    Hrc   within    my    brain 

The   words,   "  He's   for   the   pulpit   made  !  " 

"  I'll   hang,"    1    swore,   "  for   someone   slain, 

And   preach   the   truth    from   the   gallows-head." 

Gay  voices  came  along   the   way, 

Loud   voices  of   the   rich — the   brute 

That   in   his  scheme   was  ever  gay, 
E'en   when   he   schemed   the  destitute. 

Glad   voices,  one  a   man's  above 

The   rest  ;    one   of   the    murderous   tribe — 

1    of  the   tortured   was   the   best — 

His   voice   rang  out   a   dreadful   bribe  : 

A    bribe,   a   lure,   a   challenge  clear. 

Oh,   how   that   voice   burned    in    my   brain  ! 
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IN   THE   CONDEMNED   CELL 

Who  schemed  to  make  the   poor  was   near — 
The  hunted  filled  with   hunger's  pain. 

Three  days  the  knife   had  cut  no  crust, 
All  keen  and  shining  was  the  blade  ; 

The   murderer's   blood  should  make  it  rust — 
Ah  me,  that  ever   I  was  made  ! 

The  knife  flashed   murder  at  my  side  ; 

A  murderer's  blood  shall  plant  the  stain  ! 
My  famished  blood  rushed  in  a  tide, 

And  murder  burned  within   my  brain. 

The  spectres  of  that  icy  place 

Were  sleep  o'erwhelmed  when   out   I   sprang  ; 
I  would  revenge  that  spectred  race — 

Would  I  could  slay  the  murderer's  gang  ! 
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IN    THE    CONDEMNED   CELL 

The   hunter  comes  ;    the   hunted    wait  ; 

The   hunted    plan    the   last   resource  : 
A   leap,  a   plunge — the    hunter's   fate 

Is   fixed.      Must   the   hunted    teel    remorse  ? 

The  priest   may  come,   the   priest   may  go, 
No   shrift  can    be   for   cursed   me  ; 

\ct   by  a   future  age    I    know 

A   hundred   times   I'll   shriven   be. 

•Ah,   woe   is   me  !      Ah,   cursed    me  ! 

Oh,   had   my   hand   been  guarded   fro'   it  ! 
Yet   there   upon   the  gallows-tree 

ril   curse   the  scheme   that   made   me   do   it. 


A  GARDEN   ELEGY 

A  WILD,  chaotic,  spacious,  desert  place, 
A  country  garden  overgrown,  untilled  ; 

Void  of  all  scheme  or  geometric  grace, 
Yet  with  exhaustless  natural  beauty  filled. 


Rank  poppies,  many-hued,  display  their  bloom 
Amid  the  green  of  fern  and  lank  thick  grass  ; 

Untended  roses  waft  their  sweet  perfume. 
Grateful  alike  to  high  and  low  that  pass  ; 
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A   GARDEN    ELEGY 

And  clinging  tendrils  many  a   bower  o'crarch, 
Where,  haply,  lovers  of  the  past  have  sighed  ; 

And   fruit   trees  show  the  summer's  onward   march 
By  kerning  clusters  where  the  flower   has  died. 

Here  kindly  fate   hath   brought  me  on  a  day 
When  cooling  breezes  with   the  leaves  of  June 

Hold  converse  mystical  of  many  a  way 

Inquiringly  they've   travelled  'neath  the   moon. 

I    hearken   their  world-gossip,  which   is  all 

Of  life  and  beauteous  things  that  crown   the  Spring, 

Until,   unconscious,   1   am    held   in   thrall — 

Spellbound   by  each   fresh  wonder   that   they  sing. 

No  spot  than  this  more   fitting  ever  was 

For  such  wide,  cosmic  themes  as  winds  may  treat — 
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A  GARDEN   ELEGY 

Nowhere  abandonment  to  Nature's  laws, 

Can  bring  repose  and  calm  or  trust  more  sweet. 

Sudden  my  dream  is  o'er — a  wailing  cry 
Repeated  and  insistent  breaks  my  mood  ; 

Some  mother-bird's  mad  grief  doth  pierce  the  sky 
In  plaint — hath  the  Creator  understood  ? 

In  quiet  stealth  a  form  glides  past  my  feet, 
And  feline  eyes  afire  shrink  from  my  gaze, — 

Young  life  hath  stained  a  ravenous  maw  ;  the  fleet 
And  wary  mocked  at  too  confiding  ways. 

Ah,  God  !     Once  in  my  youth  I  vainly  thought 
In  such  a  spot  Thou  walkedst  otherwise — 

Now  know  I  how  Thou  darkenest  each  thing's  lot 
By  flanking  its  lone  way  with  enemies. 
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A   GARDhN    ELEGY 

If  scheme  it  be,  then   'tis  with   purpose  fraught — 
Or  is   it  a   bliiul  chance   that   rules  the  whole  ? 

Or  some   mad,  cruel   brain   that,  once  it  wrought 
The  clay,  sported   with   life   from   pole  to   pole  r 

Nay,  let   me   not   think   that — rather  would    I 
Believe  that  pain   is  part  of  the  design  ; 

That  all  creation's  groan   of  agony 

Means  but  the  birth  of  heart  that  is  divine. 

For  without  suffering  there  exists   no  joy. 
Gladness  is  but   the  counterpart  of  sorrow  ; 

And   may  be  that  to-day's  storm-mixed  alloy 

Will  serve  for  contrast  with   pure   peace   to-morrow. 
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TO  A  DEBUTANTE 

What  flutters  in  your  breast  so  ? 

Why  are  your  eyes  aflame  ? 
Those  roses  on  your  cheeks,  too — 

Are  they  so  red  for  shame  ? 

So  lily-white  your  dress  is, 

And  fair  and  sweet  your  flowers- 
Do  they  not  speak  too  loud  of 
I.one,  virginal  hours  ? 

Why  is  your  purity  prankt 
In  emblematic  guise  ? 
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TO   A    DEBUTANTE 

Must   it   he  laid   so  barely 
To  feast  lascivious  eyes  ? 

Nay,  luit    I    will   forbear  to 

L;iy  stress  on   what   you   feel — 

Your  mother   is  but   markeil   with 
An   ancient  custom's   seal. 

Fair   maiden,    I    should   rather. 

In   this  ancestral   hall, 
Wish  you  good  speed  and   luck  at 

A  parlous,   mad  first  ball. 

Wise  counsel  you   may  take,  though, 
Before  embarking  wide — 

Believe   not,  tho'  you   hearken 
A  lover  at  your  side. 
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TO  A   DEBUTANTE 

This  world  is  but  appearance, 
Tricked  out  but  to  deceive  ; 

And  though  he  swear,  pale,  stoutly, 
'Tis  but  for  make-believe. 

Be  coy  of  specious  protests 

Of  lasting  slavery, 
Though  he  call  heaven  to  witness 

With  all  the  stars  that  be. 

A  man's  so  often  fickle — 

Enough  !     What  should  you  do  ? 
In  brief  :  accept  the  real. 

And  time  shall  bring  no  rue. 
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1st   MAY    190S 

The  halt  is  over  :   Spring  again  resumes 
Its  great  procession  out  of  icebound  caves, 

O'er  which  held  watch  the  pine  trees'  nodding  plumes, 
To  summer  palaces  that  verdure  paves. 

Phoebus,  in  glittering  splendour  clad,  commands, 

While  nuptial  music  wakes  the  sleeping  lands. 

I,  too,   had  stood  amid  the  impatient  crowd 
Of  those  expectant,  plaining,  long  and   fierce, 

Of  chill,  belated   winds  that,  shrill  and   loud. 

Policed  the  route — till   May  leapt  forth   to  pierce 
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1st   may    1908 

Their  blustering  array  ;  and,  in  wild  glee, 
Dazzle  the  eye  with  his  great  pageantry. 

So  suddenly  he  came  that  scarce  had  zephyr's  breeze 
Whispered  afresh  the  glories  of  his  mien 

When  chestnut,  sycamore  and  elm  did  frieze 
And  roof  the  timbered  avenues  with  green — 

All  at  a  bound — as  loyal  folks  would  spring 

To  gladden  with  colour  the  progress  of  their  King. 

I  look,  and  hedges  laugh  with  myriad  eyes — 
Such  firstling  crop  of  vernal  beauty  ne'er 

Has  pleased  my  sight, — whilst  on  the  meadow  lies 
A  sheen  of  many  colours  rich  and  fair  : 

Oh,  fickle  Spring,  I   heed  not  thy  caprice 

When  one  warm  sun  can  bring  a  day  like  this  ! 


A   PRESENT  OF   A  LITTLE   BOOK 
OF  LYRICS 

A   LITTLE  book   I   send   thee  ; 

Since  nothing  could   1   find 
That  in   dark   hours  would   lend   thee 

Such   fare  for  heart  and   mind. 

A  little  book    1    know   so  well 

Can   but  discourse  to  thee  of   mc  ; 

And  all   the  vows  we've   made   re-tell 

In   songs  of  those  who've  pledged  as  we. 


SONG 

Oft  have  I   marked,  throughout  the  hollow  night, 
How  one  faint  note  may  fill  high  heaven's  dome — 

That  one  small  insect-throat  sufficeth  quite 
For  concert  to  the  stars  that  wait  or  roam. 

So  just   one   word  of  thine,  dear  love,  would  seem 
Sometimes  to   haunt  the  wastes  of  memory  ; 

Filling  with   music  sweet  the  past's  sad  dream. 
Bearing  a  promise  for  the  years   to  be. 
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IN   A   FRENCH   CATHEDRAL, 

1908 

Was   it    in    vain,   for   nought,   that    hand   and   mind 

Wrought   in    the  darkling  years   of  long  ago  ? 
That   men — a  generation   of   their   kind — 

Expressed  a  dream   of  things  they  reached   unto 
Thus,   in   a  shadowy   fane — 
Was    it   in   vain  ? 

That   here,   that   there,   from  out  the  void,   a   ray 
Crosses   light-hungering  man    upon   his   path, 
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IN  A  FRENCH  CATHEDRAL,  1908 

That  hope  leaps  up,  that  gleams  afar  some  day, 
Some  Hinterland  where  Joy  a  Kingdom   hath 
After  the  years  of  pain — 
Is   it  in  vain  ? 

The  questions  put,  I  mused, — then  murmured  loud  ; — 
"  Stirs  aught  within  the  whole  of  God's  vast  scheme, 
Needs  must  'tis  purposeful,  with  force  endowed 
To  Nature's  end.     So,  too,  when   mortals  dream 
'Tis  to  subserve   some  gain — 
Nothing  is  vain." 
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ECHOES   FROM  A  NOVEMBER 
BELL 

Tolling   slow — tolling  low — 

And   sombre   shadows  falling  fast. 
Ah,   hark  !    how   solemnly  and   slow 

That  deep  bell   tolls  the   last. 
Tolling  to  all   Mortality', — 

"  A\\   must   die  !     /Ul,  all,  all  ! 

Or   head   that   Empire  sways,  or  thrall. 
All,  all,  all   must  die!" 

Tolling  deep — tolling  sleep — 

And  one   more   borne   to   his   last   long  rest. 
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ECHOES   FROM   A   NOVEMBER    BELL 

List  the  slow  measure  it  doth  keep, 
Tolling  requiem   for  earth's  new  guest ! 

Tolling  now  to   thee  and  me, — 

"  Thou  too  must  die  !     Thou,  thou,  thou  ! 
In  weal  or  woe  thou   too  must  bow. 

Thou,  thou  resignedly  !  " 

Tolling  strong — tolling  long — 

Comes  a  voice  on   the  winds  from  afar  : — 
"  Haste  !     Haste   to  thy  duty  with  song 

That  shall  reach  to  the   uttermost  star  !  " 
Tolling,  "  Ere  thy  day  be  done. 

Some  weary  son   of  earth  lend  aid. 

If  but  to  one,  one,  that  God  hath  made." 
Tolling,  "  One  1  one  !   one  !   one  !  " 
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TO 

I 

I    SAW   thee   once.      Before   my   fancy's   ken 

Swept  generations  long  of  noble   forms 
Whose  gaze  flashed  sympathy  with   sorrowing  men, 

Whose   mien   shed   calm   on   heart's  o'er-breaking 
storms. 

II 
1    saw   thee,  and    I    loved — for   in   thine   eye 

Was  mirrored   soul   that   touched   the   infinite  ; 
And   my  whole   being  issued   in   a  sigh 

That   I    might   touch    that  soul — be    lost   in   it. 
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THE  OLD— THE  NEW 

Into  the  dim,  innumerable  years 

That  lie  behind,  fades  now  another  form, 

Bearing  a  scroll  on  which  are  set  the  tears, 
The  foam  of  life's  e'er-surging,  restless  storm. 


Upon   the  threshold  steps  the  form   of  hope 

That  knows   no  past,  but  trumpets  forth   its  joy- 
To  the  eternal  future — may  its  full  scope 
Be  our  glad  measure,  and  without  alloy  ! 
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CHOPIN  AT  TWILIGHT 

The   time   is    twilight    and   the   season   Spring. 

A   soft   moist   air  with   odours  of   the   soil 
Is   tilled,   and   birds   carol   their   last   love-songs 

Before   repose  ;   the   frets   of   day   recoil, 
As   brooding   night  over  the   wide   landscape 
In  ghostly   shadows  draws   her   sombre  cape. 

Once   more    1    am   alone   to   play  at  gaze 

Upon    my   heart,   where   trembling  strings   but  wait 

The   touch   of  circumstance   to   wake   sad   lays, 
Or   make  glad   melodies— songs  of  past  date, 
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With  other  meanings  now  than   those  of  yore, 
Or  madrigals  from   hope's  exhaustless  store. 

Listen  !     From  yonder  open  casement  float 

Some   sweet,  sad  chords  that  search  all   tenderly 

The   hidden  places  for  responding   note, 
And  lo  !   my  soul  awakes  in    sympathy. 

Future  and  past,   in  vistas  wide  and  long, 

Melt  into  feeling,   magic  sounds  among. 

Ah,  Chopin  !      Master  !     I   can   never  tell 

What  pleasures  thrill  and  soothe  within   my  breast, 

As  now   I   hear  thee   speak  from   out  the  well 
Of  harmony  that  sprang,  at  heaven's  behest. 

To  overflow  thy  being.     But   one  breath 

Of  thine,  meseems,  would  ease  the  pangs  of  death. 
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Darkling   thy   voice   I    hearken,   till   its  tone 
Wafts   me   to  other   realms   where  spirits  stray 

Amid   the    mysteries,   silent,   alone, 

Each   soul   inquiring.   .  .   .  There    1    fall   and   pray 

Before   the   veil   whose   lifting   would   solve   life.   .   .  . 

Thy   notes  are  dead.   .  .  .  The  truce  is  o'er  with  strife. 
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LIFE 

1   READ  a  phrase  within  a  book 
For  questioners  of  Nature  meant  ; 

It  told  me  life  was  but  response 
Of  organ  to  environment. 


The  definition   opened  doubt, 
As  others  too  of  science  have, 

Revealing  only   nescience 

Where   I   for  certain   knowledge   crave. 
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Yet,   dearest    he:irt,    1    thereupon 

Made   quest   within — then   ga/.ed   on    thee, 
When    in  those   words  did   glint  some   truth. 

Like   dawn   upon   a  surging  sea. 


Thy  being  answers   mine — mine,   thine — 
Nor  thought   nor  act   but   echo   has 

In   chambers  of  our   mutual    hearts — 
No   life    more   real   ever   was  ! 


So,   man  of   science,   I'll   agree, 

If   you'll    but  add   one   word   of   mine 

Like   this  :   "  If  that   environment 
Be   love,   life's  essence   is  divine." 
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SONG 

Fondly   the  sun's   last  ray   the  distant  hill 
Holds  in  embrace,  soft  promising 

A  morn  that  all  a  waiting  earth   shall   fill 
With   song  and  amorous  rioting. 


Here  at  the  wicket  part  our   ways,  dear  maid. 

Just  one  warm   kiss,  of  love  one  gleam  ! 
As  earnest  of  the  fond,  mad  bliss  delayed 

For  morrows  of  our  golden   dream  ! 
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A   BARGE'S  CARGO 

Say  whither   in    silence   wending   now 
The    moon    is   up,   the   stars  astir  ; 
The   locks  are  closed,   the   men  abed, 
I    do  aver. 


It    heeded    nothing  of   my  speech, 
Hut,   with   a   certain   stately  ease. 
Passed   'neath    the   bridge,   emerged   again- 
Emblem  of  peace  ! 


A    BARGE'S  CARGO 

Yet  though   it  answered   not,  there   fell 

Upon   my  mind  a  song  it  sang 
Whose  trembling   notes   brought  to   my  heart 
A  strange   keen   pang. 

"  All's  well  !     The  current  will   suffice 

To  bear  me,  ere   shall  dawn  the  day, 
There  where   men   raise  a  stately  pile 
Their  prayers   to   say. 

"  They've  waited  long  enough,  and   I 

Must  speed  with  these  last  building  stones 
That  on  the  topmost  spire  shall  point 
Beyond  earth's  moans. 

"  So  with  the  morning  light  they'll  start 
To  move  my  cargo  heavenward. 
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Who  could   but   be;ir   light   heart   to   hu\c 
Such   freight  aboard  ; 

"  Who  would   not   haste   to  show   the   way 
To   where   the   hungering   soul   may   hnd 
Food   for   the  journey    here,   and   there 
Reception   kind  ?" 

And  swiftly   out  of  sight  it   passed, 

Turning  a   bend  o'   the   river's  course  ; 
Yet  clear   its   message  still   remains 
With  growing  force. 

Within   the  covers  of  a   book 

I    fain   would   store  such   useful   freight 
As,   sown   within   the   souls  of   men, 
Might   lift   a   weight 
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Of  doubt  that  lies  oppressively 

Upon  an   upward  striving  race, 
And  in  its  stead  put  hope  to  fill 
The  vacant  space. 


Yet  in   these  days  of  diffidence — 

When  foolish  faith  alone  is  bold- 
Who  can   but   sadly  feel   the  end 
Seems  dark  and  cold  ? 
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TO  A  YOUTH 

Maybe  you  are   right  ; 

Yet    I   am   not  wrong;  : 
The  vision  of  youth   is  the  sense  of  micrht. 
Its  ethics  those  of  the  strong. 
The  view-point  changes  with   years  ; 

Judgments  are  tempered   with   mildness  ; 
Though   only  after   tears, 

And   heart-storms  spending  their  wildness. 

Maybe  you   are   right  ; 
Yet   I   am   not   wrong  : 
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TO  A  YOUTH 

Your  view   is  the  view  of   rebellious  youth  ; 

For   rebellion   is  youth's  great  privilege  ; 
And  I  grant  you  are  right  in   showing  the   tooth, 

If   nature  be  taken   as  wisdom's  pledge  ; 
But  man  transcends 
Material  ends 

In   his  ennobling  moral   flight  ; 
So  drop   Nature  behind  with  her  rebel's  song  ; 

Learn  to  say  to  an   elder,   "  You're  right  !  " 


PARTING  SONG 

Let  our  last   hour  wonderingly 

Upon   some   lonesome  shore   he   spent, 

'Mid   whisperings  of  wind   and   sea, 
Hinting  a  god's   intent  ! 


The   time,   the  season   of  the   moon, 

Or  wind-swept  skies,  when   each   one  star 

Is  a  jewel-stud  on  the  blue  cocoon, 
'Neath  which     ne   mysteries  arc. 
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PARTING   SONG 

So  may  I   catch,  from  out  the  deeps 
Of  space  and  night,  some  token  sure 

That  we  shall   meet  on  Time's  glad  steeps 
Again — to   part   no   more  ! 
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MADRIGAL 

When   the  daylight  flees   the  West, 
And    sweet   longing   burns    my   breast, 
1   across   the   world   to  thee 
Look   and   sigh   love's  litany  : 

Petitions   many  doth   it   hold, 

That   on    my   starved   lips   quiver  ; 
Yer   every   prayer,    through   evenings  dark, 
Is   lit   within   by   hope's   bright   spark — 

Each  prayer,  each   hope,   one  day   to   fold 
You    in    my  arms   for   ever. 
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MONNICA'S  LOVE^ 

Lapped  in   cool  greenery  of  perfumed  trees 
Of  orange,  olive,  lemon,  of  that  clime, 

Thagaste  breathed  the  desert's  buoyant  air 
And  smiled,  as  some  fair  goddess  in  her  prime. 
Upon  the  sunlit  wastes  that  swept  to  where 

^  Monnica — I  have  adopted  the  older  spelling — is  said  to 
have  been  born  at  Thagaste.  In  the  same  town  she  married 
Patricius,  who  had  not  accepted  the  Christian  faith  ;  and 
gave  birth  to  the  illustrious  Saint  Augustine.  Thagaste  lay 
about  midway  on  the  route  between  Carthage  and  Hippo, 
and  not  far  from  Zama,  where  Scipio  defeated  the  forces  of 
Hannibal,  thus  ending  the  second  Punic  War. 
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Mediterranean's  breeze 

Made  halt  in  dalliance  with  the  foliage 
Of  oaks  that,  evergreen,   upon  the  shore 
Stood  guardians  of  the  ages'  deepest  lore 

Imprinted  on  the  swelling  desert's  page. 

Fair,  wide  renowned  Thagaste,  still   unsung  1 
Within   thy  gates  rose  never  din  of  arms, 

No  iron   blades  clashed   upon  thy  repose  ; 
Nay,   Mars,  as  if  enamoured  of  thy  charms. 

Once  stilled   the  fury  of  contending  foes 


Monnica  prayed  and  wept  for  twenty-five  years  for  the 
conversion  of  Augustine  ;  and  in  the  following  stanzas  the 
human  devotion  to  offspring,  the  sacrifice  of  a  mother's  life 
to  what  she  considered  to  be  the  good  of  her  child,  is 
emphasised,  rather  than   faith   in   (jod. 
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Famed  Zama's^  throngs  among; 

Nor  Punic  grief,  nor  Roman  conqueror's  pride, 
In  sob  or  shriek,  assailed  thy  children's  ears — 
But  raise  thy  head,  for  thou  hast  few  compeers 

In  annals  where  great  love  is  glorified  ! 

For  thou  didst  cradle  Monnica  ;  her  whose 

Tears    and    prayers,    both    night  and  day,  through 
five 
Long,  weary  lustres  of  the  dragging  years. 
Spent  her  weak  frame — a  sacrifice  alive 

To    her    great    son.       Will    not    her   woes    and 
fears, 
Her  wailing  cries  that  rose 

1  Zama   is   the  nearest  historic    battlefield   to    the    site    of 
Thagaste. 
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Perpetually  ;    her  eager  soul   that  strove 

With   every  doubt — will   all   these   not  suffice — 
Nav  more  than  enough  arc  they — to  immortalise 

And  set   her  name  ten   thousand   names  above  ! 


There  is  no  treasure  'neath   the  storm-piled   sands 
Of  glad,  wide-stretching  sun-bathed   Africa, 

In  buried  temple,   urn  or  sepulchre — 
No  jewel  worn  of  Emperor  or  Shah, 

Or  found   in   Araby  or   Inde  or  where 
The  surf-beat  bleached  strands 

Are  coral-fringed   in  ocean's  choicest  part — 

No  gem   in  all  the  earth   that  can  compare 

For  beauty  with   that   priceless  thing  and   fair 
A   mother's  ardent,  love-o'erwhelmcil   heart. 
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MONNICA'S   LOVE 

II 

The  Seer  of  Patmos  in  his  flight  beheld 
Material  splendours  of  that  other  world  ; 

And,  Monnica,  thy  son  beloved  told 
A  kingdom  glorious^  'neath  whose  flag  unfurled 

Great  warrior  saints,  of  mien  and  action  bold, 
Displayed  those  traits  that  weld 

To  character  men  choose  to  call  divine. 

But  naught  of  vision  splendid  caught   by  John, 

Or  of  the  virtues  heaped  the  saints  upon, 
Reaches  the  glory  of  that  love  of  thine. 

Ill 
Not  thine,  dear  human   sister  of  the  brave, 
In  sudden  impulse  of  impassioned  heart, 

^  De  civitate  Dei. 
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And   moving   moments  ot  a  danger  neui, 
To  bare   thy  bosom   to   the  flying  dart, 

Or  thy  side  offer  to  the  poisoned  spear 
Thine  offspring's  life  to  save. 

But  worthier  far  the   homage  of  mankind, 

A  steady,  patient  and  enduring  glow, 

A  fervid   never-failing  will   to  do, 
Till  that  Augustine   happiness  should  find. 

IV 

What   though   men   prove   thy  quest  was  idle,  vain, 
Thv  suffering   foolish   for  a   foolish   aim, 

And  what   thou  deem'dst  was  Light  was  but  the 
Dark, 
Such  argument  will   not  obscure  thy  name, 
But  ever  fail   of   its   poor  futile   mark  ; 
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For  there  will  still   remain 

The  human   passion   for  the   kindred's  good  ; 

Life's  fullest  energy  to  that  one  end  ; 

Parental  doggedness  that  would  forefend 
All  that  of  peril's   hue  hath  likelihood. 


If  to  the  tales  of  eld  we  credence  give, 
Thy  face  was  of  exceeding  loveliness, 

Of  form  and  female  charm   most  exquisite  ; 
Yet   not  for  this  do  we  thy  memory  bless — 
Others  like  fame   have  shared,  excelled  in  it. 
Thy  sweet  renown   will  live 

Rather  for  that  elite,  illumined  soul 

Which   nature  out  of  common   did  imbue 
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With   instinct,   v:ilued    now,   alas  !   by   few, 
Oi   mother's  duties   towards   the   future's  goal. 

VI 

Patricius   his   infidelity 

Might   mingle  with   the  coward's  vice  ; 

Direct,   where    should    have    fallen    the    kiss,  -the 
blow  ; 
His   mother   might   her   tongue   befoul   with  lies,' 
And  wheedle  servants,   bent   thereto  or   no, 
To   her  conspiracy. 

^  "  C'etait  line  fcmmc  imperieuse,  violente  et  acari^tre, 
avec  la  jalousie  de  plus,  une  jalousie  dc  bcllc-merc.  Les 
scrvantes  ctaient  dignes  de  Pun  et  dc  I'autre  .  .  .  dies  sc 
livraient  a  la  calomnic.  Pour  plairc  a  la  bellc-m^re  nous  Ics 
verrons  bient6t  calomnier  lichcment  la  belle-fillc." — Hiitoire  dt 
Samtt  Moniquty  par  Momtigneur  Bougaud. 
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Yet  would  a  destiny,  like  some  pale  star, 
Beckon  and  counsel  thee  with   hope  await, 
Through  shame  and  contumely,  thy  present  state 

Those  joys  of  motherhood  that   naught  could  bar. 

VII 

But  when,  the  weary,  waiting  months  fulfilled, 
The  illustrious  infant  lay  within   thine  arms — 

When,  later,  too,     in  tender,  anxious  age. 
Thou  didst   his  body  cherish,   shield  from   harms, 
And  with  parental  pleasure  watch  youth's  page 
With  fruitful  knowledge  tilled  ; 

No  crooning  satisfaction  o'er  a  face. 
Or  cloying  fondness  of  a  trivial  kind. 
Was  suffered  to   make   feeble,  or  replace 
The   Spartan  resolution   of  thy  mind 
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VIII 

That   he  a   manhood   should  attain,   naught  short 
Of  that   perfection  thine  aspiring  soul 

Had   in   its   musings  secretly  conceived 

E'en   when   (as  witness  that  immortal   scrolP 

In   which   the  writer   human   weakness  weaved 
With   all   of  good   report) 

Thy  child   in   sickness  craved  baptismal  grace, 

Thou   to  that   fervent   wish   didst   not   accede, 

Believing  that   his   mortal   clay   had   need 
Of  moulding,   ere   it  could   resist   the   base. 

'  The  custom  of  the  early  Church  to  defer  Baptism  has, 
of  course,  something  to  do  with  Monnica's  decision.  But  it 
does  not  account  for  the  following  words  : — 

"Sed  quot  ct  quanti  fluctus  impendere  tentationum  post 
pucritiam  videbantur  '  Noverat  cos  jam  ilia  mater,  et  tcrram 
per  cos,  undo  postea  formarer,  quam  ipsam  jam  effigiem 
committcrc  volebat." — Confessionts :  Lib.  i,  Cap.  XI. 
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IX 


What  though  restored,  gay,  Roman  Carthage  bred 
All  vices  and  temptations  'neath   the  sun  ! 

No  maudlin  sentiment  ruled  in   thy  choice — 
In   Carthage  only  could  a  fame  be  won  ; 

And  thither    must  he  go,  there  make   his  voice 
(His  mind  on   learning   fed) 

Rise  in  proud  flights  rhetorical  that  should 
Professors,  students,  populace  astound — 
Thus  did  direct  thy  foresight,  wise,   profound, 

The  course  thy  lineage  should  pursue  for  good. 


What  though  thy  conscience,  sorely  pricked  and  pained 
Should  counsel  his   expulsion  from   thy   home 
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When    Manicha^an   tenets   held   him   fast  ; 
Would   not   thy    mind   in   nightly  dreamings  roam  * 

To  find   some   reason   why   the   ties   should  last, 
And  common   board   maintained  ? 

E'en   when   in   doubt  and   fearful   of   the  cost 

To  thine  own    soul,   what  was   it   thee   consoled 

But   this  :     The  son   of   sorrows   manifold, 
Of  such   sad  human  tears,  cannot  be   lost  ? 

XI 

What  source  of  solace   were  those   words   for   thee 
And  every   mother  since  or  still    to  come  ! 

Did   not   they   seem   to    thee   the   voice   of   God  ? 

^  "  Nam     unde    illud    somnium.  .     .     Quod    ilia    ubi 

adtcndit,    vidit    mc    juxta    sc    in    cadcm    rcguhi    staiitem." — 
ConJfSiiones  :    Lib.   3>   (^^P-  XI. 
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Aye,  potent  nature's  force  did  drive  them   home, 
That  knows  to  turn  to  life  the  inert  clod  ! 
Such  tears  as  thine  must  be 

Pledge  sure  for  all  the  future  of  a  race  ; 

More  precious  globes  than  costly  pearls  were  they 
For  in   their  sunlit,  sparkling  brilliancy 

Was  the  assurance  tears  alone  are  grace. 

XII 

Ah,  all  too  human  were  thy  tears  when  he 
With  false  pretences  left  thee  on  the  shore, 

And  winds  lent  aid  to   seas  to  distance  him 
From  thy  sweet,  loving  presence.*   What  could  more 

Offend  thy  natural  mother's  heart  and  whim 

^  "  Amabat  enim  secum  praesentiam  meam  more  matrum." 
— Confessiones :   Lib.  5,  Cap.  VIII. 
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Than    his  dcscrtine   thee  ? 

And  what   more  earthly   than   thy   firm   resolve 
To  follow   him   to  Rome — the  wide  world   o'er 
If  need  should  be — and  give   from   out  the  store 
Of  cares   that  on  a  mother   must  devolve  ? 


XIII 


Mother  bereft  ! '      Nor  seas   nor  deserts  may 

For   long  time  ban   thee  from   his  cherished   side  ; 

The   Milan   crisis   shall   be  shared   by   thee 
Till   every   wish  of   thine   now   satisfied, 

A  joy  consummate,  divine  ecstasy 

>  "Jam  vcncrat  ad  mc  mater  pieiatc  fortis,  terra  mariqiic 
mc  scqucns,  et  in  pcriculis  omnibus  de  tc  sccura." — Confrssionrs  : 
Lib.  by  Cap.  I. 
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Shall  fill  thy  life's   last   day — 

O  fitting  end  to  journey  long  and  steep, 
When    true  devotion  finds  its  due  reward, 
And  love's   one   burning  wish   is   not  debarred 

But  finds  fulfilment — and  thereafter,  sleep  ! 


XIV 

There  are,  and  many,  who  but  find  in   thee, 
And  in  the  fragrant  record  of  thy  days, 

A  spirit   labouring  for  a  fabled  land, 
A  soul  eager  to  please  a  God  whose  rays 

Meant  joy,  whose   face  averted  gladness  banned. 
And  pains  eternally. 

Not  so  do   I   read   o'er  the  fruitful  page — 
Blazoned  for   me  in  gold  the  human   touch  ! 
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The  greatest  boon  you    knew   was  not  too   much 
For   him   the   future   took  of   thee   as  gage  ! 

XV 

Thy   sweet  solicitude,   maternal   care, 

Transcend   in  glory   all   thy  jealous  strife 

'Twixt   hope  of  heaven  and  craven  fears  of  hell — 
Will  give   to  immortality   thy   life 

When   reason   shall   those   haunting   myths  dispel 
Still   told   with   bruit  and   blare — 

Aye,  though  posterity  will   blame   the  caste 

That   robbed  a   future  of  a  future's  dues  ; 

Forbade  a  son   pure   manhood's  right   to   use  * — 
Yet   shall   the   story  of  thy  love   still  last  ! 

1  Augustine,  after  the  death  of  Monnica,  retired  to 
Thagastc,  where  he  lived  in  community  with  some  disciples. 
The  reference  is,  of  course,  to  the  monastic  life. 
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